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INTBODUCTION, 



When the following letters were first sub- 
mitted to my perusal, I conceived the idea of 
printing them for private circulation, simply 
to afford the personal friends of the writer 
the pleasure of reading them. They contain 
such a simple, natural, unrestrained expres- 
sion of fervent piety, warm-hearted affection, 
spirituality of mind, and sound Scriptural 
principles, as will, I am sure, be truly grati- 
fying to those who knew and loved him in 
his life, and who have mourned his early, un- 
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looked for removal from our midst. Further 
consideration, however, has induced me to 
publish them: first, as a more simple means of 
enabling his Mends to possess themselves of 
as many copies as they desire ; and, secondly, 
because there is contained in them such 
excellent counsel, adapted to school boys, 
candidates for Confirmation, and young men 
just entering the University, that I indulge 
the hope of reaching, through the press, some 
who, though strangers to the writer, may yet 
be brought under the influence of his words : 
and thus, "he being dead" may yet speak, 
" God testifying of his gifts." 

I purposely avoid encumbering the follow- 
ing pages with any lengthened introductory 
remarks of my own, and have abandoned all 
intention of attempting any thing in the 



shape of a memoir, for which, in so young 
a life, it is natural that there should be no 
adequate materials. I shall therefore merely 
state that my dear nephew, William Amherst 
Hayne, the only son of the late Henry 
Hayne, Esq., was born at Clifton, near Bristol, 
on the 4th October, 1847. 

At the usual age he entered Trinity 
College, Cambridge, of which he became a 
scholar. After his degree, he read for the 
Crosse Scholarship, which he gained, as also 
the Jeremie Greek Testament prize in Dec., 
1872. 

Having somewhat overstrained himself by 
close reading, he went off at the end of the 
term to get a little rest and refreshment by a 
hasty trip, of a few weeks, to Naples and 
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Sicily, purposing to be back in Cambridge on 
the first day of February this year. 

It pleased God, however, to order it other- 
wise. Shortly after his arrival in Sicily he 
was seized with typhoid fever, and died in 
Catania on the 5th February, to the great 
and inexpressible grief of myself, and of a 
large circle of attached friends; leaving be- 
hind him, however, such unmistakable evi- 
dence of his having been born again of the 
Spirit, and become a new creature in Christ 
Jesus, as to afford a strong consolation in the 
midst of abounding sorrow. 

The following letters will furnish additional 
proof of the earnest simplicity of his faith, 
and of the fervour of his affection to his 
Saviour, and will also tend to illustrate the 
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character of the gift by which he was most 
distinguished, during the few brief years of 
his Christian course : viz., a remarkable power 
of influence over the minds of his young 
friends, whom he was constantly endeavour- 
ing, with the happiest results, to influence 
for Christ. 

G. T. FOX 

Durham, 1st May, 1873. 



EIGHT LETTERS 

Addressed to a young Friend at a Public 
School, and afterwards at the Uniuersity 
of Cambridge. 



29th, January, 1869, 

My deab Q , 

I have been intending to write 
to you ever since you failed to come over 
to Durham with your brothers last week, 

and for this reason, — when I was at 

I acted like a coward. I intended to ask 
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you, what is almost expressed by the words 
of the hymn, — 

"How goes the fight with theeP 
The life-long battle with all evil things!" 

I talked and laughed with you about a hun- 
dred other things, but I shrank from what 
ought to have been the first. 

I was, I fear, ashamed of Christ at the 
time, or I should have found an opportunity ; 
and now it is too late, the only thing I can 
do is to write, which is much easier than 
speaking. We are all fighting a battle, — 
which side are you on ? We must all be on 
one side or the other. One side is easy 
fighting, but is sure to end in defeat; the 
other is hard, 80 hard I but we shall be more 
than conquerors through Him that loved us. 
In the Song of Solomon Christians are com- 
pared to a company of horses in Pharaoh's 
chariots, eagerly snorting for battle, not lag- 
ging back, or running the other way. 
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And what is to be the motive of our 
fighting, — of our working? Why, the love 
of the Beloved to us! There will come a 
day when the most fearful charge against us 
will appear to be, not that we have been 
liars, blasphemers, impure, but that we have 
refused the love freely offered to us, that we 
have rejected Christ who longed for us to 
come to Him, and that we have thus done 
despite to His love. 

Oh, G , if you have not yet enlisted 

under this banner, let me plead with you to 
do so at once ! What is the banner we fight 
under ? " He brought me to the banqueting- 
house, and His banner over me was ' love! " 
(Song of Sol. ii. 4.) And under such a ban- 
ner we must fight ; such a banner we must 
hold forth ourselves, to try and get others to 
join us, and not be cowardly, as I was the 
other day. Everything we do ought to be 
tending towards God's glory; He has given 
us various talents to use to the best of our 
B 
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ability in His service. All the greater con- 
demnation will come upon one, who, like 
you, has more committed to him than most, 
and does not use it well, does not increase it, 
but hides it in a napkin. Some day you may 

bitterly regret not working at as you 

ought. I shall probably just miss getting a 
scholarship at Trinity next term through not 
having worked more steadily before I went 
to Cambridge ; and you would be sure of a 
scholarship if you would but persevere. 
What will our Captain say to our negli- 
gence ? Now, dear G , I want you not 

to consider this a lecture or a sermon; I 
should not have written if I had not be- 
come very fond of you, and I write to you as 
a friend, as a brother, beseeching you to 
think of what I say. It may be now or 
never; for sometimes our hearts become so 
hardened by constantly rejecting, that the 
chance does not come again. But perhaps 
you have already accepted; I do not mean 
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merely by the hearing of the ear, from a 
child at your mother's knee, but of your own 
freewill surrendering your heart to Christ. 
" My son, give Me thine heart." If so, let us 
battle on; not giving ground, but gaining 
inch by inch, by Christ's help. If so, pray 
for me, pray earnestly for me, for I am often 
in great trouble, and often nearly overcome. 
I pray for you, and so we may help one 
another on our way. If you have time, and 
if you have inclination, write in answer to 
this. I go to Cambridge on Monday, so my 
address will be Trinity College, Cambridge. 

Now, believe me, 

Dear G , to remain, 

Your very affectionate Friend, 

W. AMHERST HAYNB. 
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Trinity College, Cambridge, 

11th Febeuaky, 1869. 



My dearest G- 



What could you, or should you 
call me but Amherst, I should like to know ? 
The arrival of your two letters together was 
a great pleasure to me, as I had almost given 
up expecting an answer, and feared that you 
would not care about replying to mine. And 
now as to the questions you ask me : I am 
very glad that you are thinking of being 
confirmed, and more especially glad that you 
do not look at Confirmation in the light of 
an ordinary thing, which is usually done at 
a certain age, but as a fresh dedication of 
ourselves to God, preparatory to becoming 
regular attendants or guests at His table. 

As to being worthy, who is ? dear G , are 

any of us ? No ! but shall we be any wor- 
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thier by waiting ? What does our shrinking 
back from His feast mean? That we are 
unwilling to come and make a surrender of 
ourselves to Him, trusting in His love ! If 
so, we are equally unready to die, to serve 
Him in our every-day life, to do anything, or 
to be anything but the slaves of Satan. 

Jesus stands by and says to you and to 
me : " My son, give Me thine heart." (Prov. 
xxiii. 26.) If we will but give it Him, then 
He will do all for us. Yes, for as you know 
full well, we can do nothing for ourselves. 
What is our worthiness even when we are 
ready to come to Him, even when we have 
given our heart to Him? Here is the answer: 
" We are all as an unclean thing, and all our 
righteousnesses are as filthy rags." (Is. lxiv. 6.) 
What worthiness had Paul, — his own ? u Not 
having mine own righteousness, which is of 
the law, but that which is through the faith 
of Christ, the righteousness which is of God 
by faith." (Phil. iii. 9.) And if Paul had 
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no worthiness, no righteousness of his own, 

what will you, or I, dear G , ever have, 

however long we wait? The righteousness 
of Christ we may, and shall, and will have, 
as soon as we give Him our hearts. 

Now about 1 Cor. xi. 29. First of all, 
"damnation," is, in its old English sense, 
which you see by the margin means "judg- 
ment," the word is /eptfia, — the same as the 
verb in verses 31, 32, /eplvojiat,. Now the 
judgment which came upon the Corinthian 
partakers to whom Paul was writing, is ex- 
pressed in the next verse: "For this cause 
many are weak and sickly among you, and 
many sleep." God had sent them temporal 
trials to wake them out of, and punish them 
for the state of sinful carelessness and world- 
liness with which they had been partaking 
of His supper (see verses 20 — 22), but had 
not by any means inflicted on them eternal 
damnation, as it would read at first sight. 

Next you see, — returning to what I said 
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before, — we must always be unworthy par- 
takers in one sense, but never unworthy in 
another, if we come trusting to Christ's worth 
— to Christ's blood. This is the grand idea 
to get hold of, — that there is a fountain opened 
for our sin where we may go daily, aye, hourly, 
to have it washed away ; but yet that there 
stands beside it a Saviour who grieves to see 
us fall and fall again. 

You say, " I am afraid I have not got the 
true love of God. I pray for it every night, 
but I know my prayers are cold ; I feel that 
though I try to be fervent, yet my thoughts 

will wander." Dearest G , this is what I 

feel, what I lament, almost every time I get 
up from my knees : but will it not comfort us 
to think that our being saved does not depend 
on our feelings? that however fickle and 
changing, however cold and hard we are, — 
there is yet One who, even "If we believe 
not, yet He abideth faithful : He cannot deny 
Himself" (2 Tim. ii. 13), who is "the same 
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yesterday, to-day, and for ever." And now, 

dear G , if you have not made up your 

mind to give your heart to Him unreservedly, 
do so at once. Does He not stand at the 
door and knock, and shall we keep Him 
outside whilst His "head is filled with dew, 
and His locks with the drops of the night." 
(Cant. v. 2.) 

Shall we say that too many briers, too 
many hemlocks, — poisonous and fruitless 
weeds, — have grown up at our doors, and 
that we cannot open ? Who is it that makes 
us wish to open ? Who is it that will give 
us power to turn the rusty lock, and the stiff 
hinges? Is it not the Holy Spirit? The 

very desire in your heart, dear Q , is put 

there by the breath of the Spirit, and He 
will give you strength, though the whole world 
with your own evil heart and flesh and Satan 
at their back strive to undo you, and to 
deafen your ears to Jesus' voice. And when 
the door is opened, — not by your power, but 
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by the Spirit's, — who is He that shall enter ? 
" Lift up your heads, O ye gates, and be ye 
lift up ye everlasting doors " (and is not your 
soul and mine an everlasting house, with an 
everlasting door ?), " and the King of glory 
shall come in/ 9 Is not this what is meant 
when He promises to come and dwell in us, 
and abide with us ? (John xiv. 23.) 

Just fancy, — imagine, — the honour of being 
made the Temple of God ; and what a 
responsibility ! Will you refuse or not ? 
Think how He grieves when we will not let 
Him in : when His own receive Him not. 

Do not mind asking me any questions you 
like: I shall only be too glad if I can in 
any way help you ; though I do not profess 
to be able to answer always rightly, but to 
the best of my powers I will do anything I 
can for you. 

I remain, 
Ever your's most affectionately, 

W. AMHERST HAYNB. 
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I pray for you constantly, and am 80 glad 
you think of me. Is it not pleasant to be 
able to meet in heart in sending up our 
prayers through our Intercessor ? 



Trinity College, Cambridge, 

Satubday Evening. 



My deae G- 



I have but little time for scribing, 
and must therefore begin my epistle this 
evening, and leave the graver part of it for 
to-morrow. I was indeed sorry to hear in 
your last of your accident : curiously enough, 
— I know not why, — whilst waiting for and 
expecting your letter, I had a sort of pre- 
sentiment that you were unwell and had 
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gone home, as proved to be the case. I 
hope, however, that you are set up again 
now, by home-care, with God's blessing. As 
for myself, here I am, grinding away, with 
nearly everybody else gone down. One week 
more and then the Scholarship examination. 
Though, as I have said before, I really and 
candidly do not expect at all to get a scholar- 
ship, as is proved by my having arranged to 
go to Gloucestershire directly afterwards, 
instead of waiting for the election day, when 
I should have to be sworn in were I to get 
one. It is hard work, but I enjoy it in a 
way more and more, but am often too full of 
vain regrets for time wasted in days gone by, 
which I am so anxious you should not have 
when you come up here. 
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Palm Stmday, 

21st March, 1869. 



My dearest G- 



There is a text in Romans which 
speaks of the meaning of our Baptismal 
Vows, which you and I either intend to keep 
and confirm, or else to neglect and so for- 
swear, which I will just write down : " There- 
fore we are buried with Him by baptism unto 
death : that like as Christ was raised up from 
the dead by the glory of the Father, even so 
we also should walk in newness of life." 
(Rom. vi. 4.) I have read of the founder of 
the order of the Franciscans, that he was so 
stern in his will and so strict in his discipline, 
that to conquer some insubordination in one 
of the brothers of his monastery, he ordered 
a pit to be dug, rather more than the depth 
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of the man. The refractory monk was then 
placed in it in an upright position, and the 
attendants commenced filling in the earth. 
When it had reached his knees, St. Francis 
asked him, "Are you dead yet?" but his 
subordinate's will was nearly as strong as his 
own, and he received no reply. At a sign 
the filling-in proceeded, until the earth 
reached above his chin, and his lips could 
only just move; then again St. Francis re- 
peated the question : the brother turned his 
eye up to his face, and seeing his unrelenting 
gaze ready to give the order for finishing the 
burial, he was overcome, his will succumbed : 
he was " dead." Wrong as it would be thus 
to abrogate our wills in favour of any human 
being, this is exactly what we ought to do 
towards Christ. This next Good Friday, now 
so near, shall it not see us two surrendering 
ourselves to die to sin with Christ ? or shall 
it see us still hard, stubborn, and rebellious, 
braving any death but this one of our wills ? 
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And now what follows Good Friday ? 
Easter Day. Life after death. And if you 
and I are dead to sin, ought we not to rise 
in newness of life ? ought not the time 
past to suffice us to have wrought the works 
of the flesh ? Shall we not make a start ? 
and if we have made one already, how have 
we been getting on? running or standing 
still ? Just at this time of the year, when 
everything else is beginning to grow, are we 
the only things that remain dead? If we 
have determined to give our hearts to Jesus 
now, surely we ought to be going onwards 
and not back, or standing still I know well 
enough how hard it is, and how we almost 
despair sometimes: rightly too if we are 
struggling in our own strength, but not if we 
have Christ's ; for then we ought to be like 
Gideon's men, " faint yet pursuing." 

Forgive this if it is too much of a homily ; 
but believe that I write it because I care for 
you, and because I believe that this is the 
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best sort of care; for "what will it profit a 
man if he gain the whole world, and lose his 
own soul ? " 

With love and kindest remembrances to 
your mother and father, and all who may be 
at home, 

I remain, 
Your very affectionate Friend, 

W. AMHEEST HAYNE. 

How hard you will have to work when 

you get back to , that you may show 

forth His praise, not only with your lips, but 
in your life, by giving up yourself to His 
service, and by walking before Him in holi- 
ness and righteousness all your days. 
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Um Rasas, thirty miles East of the 

Dead Sea, towards Bagdad, a 

little North of the Arnon. 

Sunday Evening, 18th February, 1872. 




My dear G , 

I have been reading to-day the 
Epistle, 2 Corinthians vi. 1 — 10, and I think 
it comes home to me, perhaps to you too. 
What differences is there in our lives from 
those who are naturally good-tempered, and 
make no profession of being really Chris- 
tiana—open servants of Christ? Have we 
received the grace of God eh /eevovl (into 
emptiness) or does it bring forth manifest 
fruits ? What a list follows the parenthesis 
of verse 2, specially thrusting home to our 
hearts as intending Siatcovat, (deacons) of the 
gospel and grace of God ! 
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Let me put the question right home to 
you, — Is there the same warmth, the same 
love, the same desire after a Christ-like life, 
the same enjoyment in prayer and your 
Bible that you once had, when your sin, His 
love and the way He had opened up for you 
and all others to come by, first were .clearly 
seen by you ? Much as I enjoyed your visit 
to me. at. Cambridge, I felt then, and in the 
summer, as if a restraint were growing up 
between us on these subjects, which ought 
to be closest to our hearts, and which we 
should not shrink from speaking of together, 
and helping one another in, as much as may 
be. I may be wrong, but I know so well 
how times of coldness and hardness come 
over myself, and how I need so much the 
arfpinrvuL (sleeplessness) with which one must 
exercise both rrjpecv (the watching) and 
yprjyopew (the wakefulness), the wide-awake 
holding fast to the end, that the experience 
may be yours too. If so, let us be stirred up 



in prayer for one another, more and more, 
that our Christian life may grow and not 
languish, grace abound and self be crucified. 
May God give you such success as He sees 
good for you in your next efforts at Cam- 
bridge, and guide your father to decide 
rightly. I do not feel that I can say anything 
more than I did in my long letter to your 

father before I left home 

We are here on the wide grass plains that 
once belonged to Reuben, and I now under- 
stand the expression, "Why abodest thou 
among the sheep-folds to hear the bleating 
of the flocks?" (Judges v. 16) for the 
country is one vast pasture, now covered 
with thousands upon thousands of sheep, 
goats, and camels, tended by Arabs, pitched 
in scattered camps of black camels hair, 
whence a little cloud of blue smoke rises 
here and there on the plain, in the evenings, 
when they make their coffee, and reveals 
their position, hidden before in the slight 
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hollows of the undulating plain. It is a 
glorious country for riding, and Dr. Tristram 
and I galloped back to our camp, five miles 
in five and twenty minutes, from a ruined 
fort we had been visiting, without a break, 
and almost without a stone, except where 
there were the ruined remains of some vine- 
yards, which in days of old had been terraced 
and walled. 

Where we are has only been twice visited 
by Europeans, I believe, and the said fort 
eastwards never before. We have, by the 
mercy of God, been delivered from consider- 
able danger and kept in perfect health. The 
story is too long to tell now, but we were 
virtually kept in captivity by a chief of the 
name of Mudjelly, of Kerak, the only town 
or place with houses east of the Dead Sea> 
greatly threatened, and forced to pay money 
to get out; but by the help of another Sheik 
we did so ; and Tristram has had to ride off 
to-day to stop the Turkish soldiers who, with 
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cavalry and cannon, were ordered to our 
rescue, the British Consul from Jerusalem 
having taken prompt action. 

Eerak is marked in some Bible maps as 
Kir, and is about half way between Ar or 
Rabbath-Moab and the brook Zered. We 
had before run a still greater risk near the 
mouth of the said brook, at the south-east 
corner of the Dead Sea, where we fell into 
the hands of some savages, Bedouins, from 
beyond Petra, who were camping down there 
for a time, and who came out to meet us, 
naked or scarcely clothed, with huge clubs 
and spears and match-locks, disputing the 
right of our guard to take us on that way. 
We are now, however, very safe and comfort- 
able, under the care of the chief of the Beni 
Sakkas, whose son is travelling with us, and 
is a regular nobleman in bearing, manners, 
and feeling ...» 

I hope R sent you news of me when . 

I wrote to him from Jerusalem, as I told him 
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to do. Drop him a line now and tell him of 
my welfare, and the answers to prayer we 
have had ; and do not forget, either of you, 
still to pray for us. You may write to 

Jerusalem 

Your loving Friend, 

W. A. HAYNE. 

Love to the old folks at home. 



Durham, 

16th June, 1872. 



My dear G , 

I trust you will find 

some pleasant men at your College, and I 
hope to introduce you to our nicest Trinity 
men as well. At a small College you will 
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have more temptations and more oppor- 
tunities. You run the chance of being led 
into an objectionable set, by mere force of 
companionship, and the "fear of man" is 
infinitely more powerful at a small College, 
where every one knows every body else, than 
at a large, where you can be lost in the 
crowd, and follow out your own resolutions 
more easily. It gives greater opportunities 
also ; for a Christian man with tact, and an 
earnest determination to be of use, may 
leaven a small College to an extent which 
you would hardly believe. The whole tone 
of public opinion in a small society is set by 
a few men, either for good or bad. And this 
influence will begin with your residence ; not 
then over the whole College, but over men of 
your own year. It is really a crisis in one's 
life, — one's first year, and specially one's first 
term at Cambridge. Every term after the 
first it is harder to make a stand which was 
not made at the beginning. Every term 
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makes it harder to begin to work manfully, 
after the first has been allowed to slip by 
unredeemed. 

You must make it a matter of very con- 
stant and anxious prayer, your first beginning. 
You must feel your own legs, and that you 
are standing on a rock, — on THE ROCK. 

If you take my advice you will be slow in 
making friends; plenty of people will be 
glad enough to have your company, don't be 
flattered by that. Another resolution which 
I made when I first went up, I have always 
been very thankful for since. May I recom- 
mend it to you to think over ? Make a point 
of refusing all invitations for Sundays, your 
first two terms. Of course the majority of 
such invitations come from men with whom 
you would not care to be closely associated ; 
some will come from men you would like 
much to meet ; some from men of older years 
than yourseli You cannot well refuse one 
and accept another without fictitious reasons. 
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The best plan is to make a rule, and say at 
once, "Thank you: but I never go out on 
Sundays." It is one way of making a stand, 
which will show your colours, and rid you of 
many men very satisfactorily. Old school- 
fellows I used to find were very fond of 
having teas or breakfasts for one on Sunday 
morning, and it is not only dissipating one's 
day of rest in an unsatisfactory way, but also 
giving a great deal of unnecessary work to 
college servants, gyps and bedmakers, cooks 
and waiters at hotels, who supply feeds to 
men in lodgings, and so preventing many 
from taking rest and from going to Church. 
I trust you may gather strength from you 
know where, all this summer, for October. 
Forewarned is forearmed. Watch as well as 
pray. 

I saw dear at Cambridge, and love 

him more and more * 

Ever your loving Friend, 

W. AMHERST HAYNB. 
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Use your influence at school now. It is 
your last chance. Do not flinch from speak- 
ing and acting ; you will regret opportunities 
after they have gone by unused. 



* ♦ fffo * 



Sorrento, 

Sunday, 5th Jan., 1873. 

My dearest G , 

I have been intending to write 
to you for a long time, and not yet accom- 
plished my intention. 

We have been a fortnight round about the 
Bay of Naples, and only had rain on one day. 
To-day is as superb a Sunday as you could 
imagine in the height of summer in England. 
I should like to tell you of some of our 

D 
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doings, but will refrain, as it is hard enough 
anyhow, when travelling abroad, to fix one's 
thoughts on other things on Sundays. There 
is no chaplain here, so we have just had a 

service together, three of us, W , an 

Oxford man, and I. 

My reminiscences of last term are very 
happy. I can hardly say how glad I am that 
my time at Cambridge has been prolonged so 
far as to see you up. We have both very 
much to thank God for, this last year and 
term ; so much help and so much more 
health given to you, and the two loving gifts 
which our Father has given me, as well as 
the two dear friends He has given me. in you 

and P . I would ask you both to ask 

for me grace to be growing. At Cambridge, 
work; abroad, pleasure and travel, seem to 
leave one no leisure to grow; and I dread 
being a stagnant or a stunted Christian. 
Then I need grace and wisdom in my daily 
walk, in the eyes of those that are without, 
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and of my companions, — and specially com- 
mand of temper, which is sorely tried in 

travel. W is as pleasant a companion 

as can be, unless it be bad for me to have 
my own way so much 

It is possible I may not be back for the 

first Sunday in the choir school, if so, B 

or some one else will manage it, and I can 

trust you and P to help him. I have 

written to H about it. 

We go to Sicily on Wednesday, but return 
to Naples, D.v, 

Yours ever, 

W. A. HAYNE. 



D$» 
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Palermo, 

Sunday, Jan. 12th, 1873. 

My dear G , 

, . . I have been busying 

myself the last Sunday or two in re-arranging 
a scheme of prayer for our Cambridge Prayer 
Union, which is a body of which I hope you 
will be a member next October. It is a union 
for private prayer, of Cambridge men, for 
life. There are certain subjects which are 
fixed, and others which are specially chosen 
for the year. And every member has his 
name sent round to all the rest before his 
ordination as deacon or Priest, with a request 
for special prayer. It is not, of course, con- 
fined to clerical members, but most are 
ordained. No one is eligible for election till 
his second year. 
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I am also going to try and find profitable 
employment on some of my Sundays, by 
working out a scheme for lessons in the 
Choir School next term. You might find 
it helpful too, — so as to have an idea of a 
set, and to get the framework ready to be 
filled up, and filled with life and breath 
nearer the time. I do not mean superseding 
your lessons from the book " Lessons on the 
Life of our Lord," but if I remember right, 
you picked out certain lessons from that, and 
did not take them in order last term, and 
that is what I should suggest. 

I hope you have opportunity and power in 

helping Q and the rest. You always 

have the wonderful help in opening the way 
and your mouth, in reference to the evening 
prayers, to look back upon as an encourage- 
ment. 

As I am writing on Sunday, I will not 
enter into details about our travels, but 
simply say we are in Sicily, well, and enjoying 
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the most supreme weather, cloudless skies 
and blazing sun every day, and eating green 
peas at dinner. If you see my people, you 
can tell them my next will be from Catania 
in a week or ten days. There are only posts 
some four days a week. 

Your loving friend, 

With love to all the rest, 

W. A. HAYNB. 




II. 



SEVEN LETTERS 

Addressed to a Uniuersity Friend of his 
own age. 



Trinity College, 

Sunday Evening. 



My dear 



I must seize a moment before 
going to bed to write you a tiny scrap. 
Many thanks for your last. I do indeed 
grieve at your account of your father, and 
have often thought of you both since. I 
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would, however, give thanks that his spirits 
are fairly good. 

And now for yourself. I can most truly 
sympathize with you, and understand the 
sort of feeling which it is so difficult to ex- 
press, and which others besides yourself have 
felt at such a time. True it is that "no 
sorrow leaves us where it finds us, but either 
softens and sanctifies, or dulls and hardens 
our hearts;" but it is also true that our 
young years and our buoyant spirits are 
our Father's good gifts to us ; and if He in 
His infinite love has called us to know Him 
thus young, yet He certainly does not mean 
us to be looking out for sorrows or afflictions 
to break our spirits down. If He sees we 
need them He will send them, and with 
them their fruits in ourselves, and we may 
pray that we may be teachable in learning 
the lessons He intends for us. We ought 
not, however, to be morbidly seeking for 
downcast hearts, but turning our love into 
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joy and thankfulness when bright and happy 
days are given us. 

Be sure your own days of sorrow will come 
when He sees best, and for the present think 
that you may be intended to be an instru- 
ment in His hand to uphold, to comfort, to 
strengthen, to brighten the days of those 
around you who may need it May not this 
be why your heart is lighter ? Not because 
it is harder or more unwilling to learn the 
lesson than that of others, but because the 
work He has in store for you this year may 
be that of cheering others! I have hardly 
hit the expression of what I mean; but I 
know by feeling what you meant, — two years 
ago I was led by a similar way 

With kindest remembrances to your father, 
mother, and all. 

Your very affectionate Friend, 

W. A. HAYNE. 
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Sunday Evening, 

80th Octobeb, 1870. 



My deakest 



L 



u Rejoice evermore ! n " Rejoice, 
and again I say rejoice," has been the current 
of my thoughts of you and yours since early 
morning, when your note came. I have indeed 
been giving thanks for you that so very many 
things seem to have been ordered so very 
lovingly. That you were able to have all his 
last words, — that you were in time, the second 
time that you were sent for, — that his body 
as well as his soul was kept in peace at the 
end, — that your dear mother is so upheld, — 
and above all, for the sure and certain hope 
of a resurrection and a reunion. 

We sorrow not as those that have no hope : 
aye, we, — you and I ; for now we have a new 
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tie in a common sorrow : but you will recall 
the promise I pointed out to you in the 
margin of John xv. : " I will not leave you 
orphans : I will come unto you." 

When one has any particular pressing 
thought or care it always seems to be alluded 
to in our service and the lessons and psalms 
for the day. " Man is like a thing of nought, 
his time passeth away like a shadow." 

"The Lord careth for the strangers, He 
defendeth the fatherless and the widow," we 
had this morning; and, "He healeth those 
that are broken of heart," this evening : and 
yet all the Psalms for the day are so full of 
rejoicing. I cannot help thinking of your 
father now as among that "great cloud of 
witnesses" by which we are surrounded,— a 
witness of God's truth in life, in death, and 
for ever. 

I remember the day my father was taken, 
marking the text in my Bible : " Now ye are 
no more strangers and foreigners, but fellow- 
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citizens with the saints, and of the household 
of God." (Eph. ii. 19.) You know the 
lines, — 

" Tis sweet, as year by year we lose 
Friends out of sight, by faith to muse 
How grows in paradise our store P " 

I know too well the days after; but the 
sorrow is not at its worst till the remains of 
the loved one have been laid " dust to dust, 
ashes to ashes/' and you come back to the 
empty house and the silent chamber, so long 
frequented every hour. May our Father 
uphold your mother then; and may you and 
yours be a great help and comfort to her. 
The sort of vague undefined sorrow of these 
first few days, when one neither realizes it all 
nor feels the same as before, I know of, too. 

K , and T , and others, too, feel for 

and think of you. K has been specially 

frequent in asking after news of you. I want 
jou to let me know the day that you mean 
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to lay him in the ground, and where ? that 
I may think of you specially then. If you 
can, give me the hour. 

With much love and prayer to your mother 
and to all, 

I remain, 

Your loving Friend, 

W. A. HAYNB. 



Trvminj College, Cambridge, 

Novbmbeb 1st, 1870. 



My deakest 



" The souls of the righteous are 
in the hand of God, and there shall no 
torment touch them. In the sight of the 
unwise they seemed to die, and their depar- 

E 
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ture is taken for misery, and their going 
from us to be utter destruction ; but they are 
in peace. For though they be punished in 
the sight of men, yet is their hope full 
of immortality; and having been a little 
chastised, they shall be greatly rewarded, for 
God proved them and found them worthy for 
Himself." 

I still cannot really sorrow for him, though 
personally, as well as for you and for many 
others, I feel that I have one friend less here, 
-—one less to give me advice and help me on 
my way. But even in this I still have a 
hope, that by his being taken away some 
may be brought to the knowledge of his 
Saviour. It seems so mysterious to see those 
in the fore-front of the battle struck down 
and carried off when it waxes so fierce and 
deadly. But I think of Samson, who slew 
more at his death than in all his life ; so may 
many on whose ears his words have fallen 
as an idle tale or a lovely song, now that 
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he is gone, bethink themselves of them, and 
hearing of his having witnessed a good con- 
fession to the end, and of the granting of 
that beautiful prayer, " Suffer us not, at our 
last hour, for any pains of death, to fall from 
Thee," in his case, may see the reality of the 
service which he lived in, and the power of 
the Master he served. This is how I would 
comfort myself and you on a light being taken 
away which shone in a dark place, though it 
should also stir U8 up to be more diligent whilst 
we have time to do good unto all men. For 
yourself, I have been thinking that this sorrow 
may be in God's good providence most oppor- 
tunely sent. Soon you are about to enter, if 
He will, on work in His field as a minister. A 
minister's work is most specially to bind up 
the broken-hearted and to comfort them that 
mourn, not only for sin, but also when struck 
down by bereavement here. Witness our 
Jesus Himself, the sisters of Lazarus, the 
widow of Nain, the ruler of the synagogue, 
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and a hundred other instances. Now this 
we can never do so fully as when we have 
drunk of the same cup of sorrow ourselves. 
Here, then, is His training for you. You 
know the precious words : " Blessed be God, 
even the Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, 
the Father of mercies, and the God of all 
comfort ; who comforteth us in all our tribu- 
lation, that we may be able to comfort them 
which are in any trouble, by the comfort 
wherewith we ourselves are comforted of God." 
(2 Cor. i. 3, 4.) May this comfort be given you 
and yours now, and abundant grace to give 
it to others, both now to your beloved mother, 
and hereafter as you shall have need. Some 
one has said, " Trouble never leaves us where 
it finds us, it always softens us or leaves us 
harder than before." May God-sent sorrow 
bring God speed to you. 

Sometimes one's heart seems deadened, — 
even hardened after a blow like this. The 
fact is, one cannot make it out. The sorrow 
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itself, that is, the loss, is not understood in 
its fulness for weeks. As each difficulty, 
longing to be solved, comes up, and the heart 
and thoughts turn naturally in one direction 
to find a blank, then comes the yearning; 
then the tears, which often (not always) are 
sealed till then, begin to flow. No earthly 
prop to lean upon : this is the lesson. Every 
niche in the heart to bow to Christ: no 
figure to be set up there and worshipped, — 
only He. 

May He bless you ; may He be with you, 
and specially with your mother. 

Ever your most affectionate friend, 

W. AMHERST HAYSTE. 

Keep a brave heart upwards. I like that 
"upwards;" it reminds me of "I will guide 
thee with mine eye," — His eye. We must be 
looking at it, watching for it, or we cannot be 
guided aright. 
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This is All Saints' Day. « The memory of 
the righteous is blessed." You know the 
lesson or portion for the epistle, — I think it 
is for the day, — Rev. vii Read it : it will do 
you good. All these things end in praise. 



— H- 



Trvrdty College, 
3rd November, 1870. (Midnight.) 



My deakest 



One line. When you receive this 
it will all be over, — the expectancy at an end, 
the blank there ; but still the Lord wcvits to 
be gracious. I shall hope to have been there, 
as C. and I purpose starting to-morrow 
morning together. I thought you would not 
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think my going intruding, as I go as quite an 
independent mourner. 

You will have heard those glorious ringing 
words, "I am the Resurrection and the 
Life," which have been so beautifully referred 
to by him who wrote, — 

" ' The Besurrection and the Life 
Am I : believe, and die no more/ 
Unchanged that voice ; and though not yet 
The dead sit np and speak 
Answering its call, we gladlier rest 
Our darlings on earth's quiet breast, 
And our hearts feel they must not break. 
Far better they should sleep awhile, 
Nor wake until new heaven, new earth, 
Meet for their new immortal birth, 
For their abiding-place be made, 
Than wander back to life, and lean 
On our frail love once more." 

And now that, " dust to dust, ashes to ashes," 
you have laid your loved one's earthly shell 
to rest (for I never could stand beside my 
father and think of him as there, but rather 
as above ; yet still it is pleasant to think that 
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we shall recognize the same loved face and 
features in the glorified body, — the same, yet 
not the same), now I say I want you to be 
up and doing. There is a sort of luxury of 
sorrow which is apt to creep over one, making 
one unable to work, because unwilling to 
rouse oneself, and whispering that it is but 
natural, and therefore a must needs not be 
wrong to indulge fond memories and recall 
the look, the word, the motion which are so 
precious to one. Yet this is not meant to be. 
You will remember what David did when he 
found all was over. (2 Sam. xii. 19 — 23.) So — 

" Now cheerly to your work again 
With hearts new-braced, and set 
To run untir'd love's blessed race, 
As meet for those, who face to face 
Over the grave their Lord have met." 

So, many thanks for your letter. Unless I 
hear to the contrary, your rooms shall be 
ready for Monday next. I will tell the bed- 
makers. 
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With much remembrance of your mother 
and all, 

I remain, 

Your loving friend, 

W. A. HAYNE. 



— +<m&~— 



Trinity College, Cambridge, 

4th November, 1870. 



My dearest 



I was with you this afternoon in 
body as well as in spirit; now I am still 
with you in thought, though back again in 
my own rooms. 

I feel that I should not write again to you 
to try and comfort you, knowing as I do that 
you know where to go to for the only com- 
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fort worth having, were it not that I too 
have passed through the same waters, walked 
the same valley, — and so my thoughts are 
with you, and my memory runs back to three 
years ago, with all its cherished softened 
remembrances. You are much in my mind 
to-night, and will be to-morrow morning. I 
know too well the bewildering wakening in 
the mornings, — the heart-ache, the sense of 
void ; and so I send you this, — 
" I will be with him in trouble." (Ps. xci. 15.) 
Jesus with us, — shall we say we are lonely ? 

And this, — 
" The Lord is good, a stronghold in the day 
of trouble ; and He knoweth them that trust 
in Him." (Nahum i. 7.) 
I know you do not sorrow for him, for, as 
we heard to-day: "Henceforth, blessed are 
the dead which die in the Lord, for they 
rest from their labours." 

It is perhaps remarkable, however, as a 
reminder for ourselves, how in the same ser- 
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vice, at the close of the lesson, come the 
words, " Therefore, my beloved brethren, be 
ye steadfast, immoveable, always abounding 
in the work of the Lord, forasmuch as ye 
know that your labour is not in vain in the 
Lord." As though it would say to us, " Be 
up and doing. Labour for Him who gives 
the victory,, is what we are set here for : he 
laboured, and now rests from his labours. 
The time is short: see that you linger not 
in being about the Master's business, but be 
stirred, by thought of victory and rest, to 
work while it is called to-day. One more 
pledge of conquest and of a haven is given 
you; onwards then, and be not weary in 
well-doing." 

I want you to tell your sister, and any of 
the others who remember me, how very, very 
deeply, I feel with, and for you all, just now. 

Enough ! 

Ever your loving friend, 

AMHERST HAYNE. 
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I have been counting up to-day those we 
shall meet, and know better than we ever 
did here, — above. 

Those wreaths, — how beautiful I Man with- 
ereth, and is cut down as the grass ; but the 
flowers that die in winter rise again in 
spring : those that perish sow a seed which 
lives again. The pure and spotless robe that 
he will wear at the wedding supper will be 
whiter yet than the lovely azaleas. May we 
all be there, in Christ's robe of righteous- 
ness ! Again farewell I 
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Durham, 

23rd Jaotaby, 1871. 



My deab 



I am heartily thankful that the 
result has been so far satisfactory. I am 
expecting- to see the list in the papers in a 
day or two. Many thanks for your post 
card. Whether I shall see you at Cambridge 
or not is doubtful, as I am awaiting a letter 

from H , to say whether the Choir School 

is to begin next Sunday, or on February 5th. 
As my uncle is away from home, and returns 
on Saturday, I am anxious to stay here till 
after his return. Besides, I get five hours 
uninterrupted work at my voluntary subjects, 
and skate or walk in the afternoons. 

The text which Mrs. B sent me as a 

motto for the year, is, " That ye may be sin- 
F 
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cere and without offence till the day of 
Christ; being filled with all the fruits of 
righteousness which are by Jesus Christ." 
(Phil i 10, 11.) I believe there are two 
things which will tend to make one look for- 
ward with more and more longing for the 
return of Jesus, as we grow older : the one is, 
the groups of loved ones we expect to meet 
again on that day; the other, the ever- 
growing desire to be freed from the power 
(as well as the guilt) of sin. The latter is 
done with, the former but partially here. 

With much love to all your people, of 
whom I often think, 

I remain, 
Ever your very affectionate friend, 

W. A. HAYNB. 
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Naples, 

Christmas Day, 1872. 



My DEAR 



I must write you a line to tell 
you that though travelling I did not forget 
you last week, and specially on Sunday, about 
the time of the Ordination. I trust all was 
ordered so that you were able to have a quiet 
mind, and a sense of the Presence of the 
Spirit and the Master at the time, and all 

the trying week. S will have told you 

how I looked in upon him, and had not time 
to go and see your people. 

\y and I left London on Tuesday 

night, and got here early on Saturday morn- 
ing, which was fairly speedy. Ever since we 
have been living in the sun, — every day has 
been gorgeous, except last Sunday, when it 
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rained all day. On Monday we accomplished 
the ascent of Vesuvius, and gradually do 
some sight-seeing; but to-morrow and next 
day we are to assist at a Christmas tree and 
dissolving views, for the Vaudois and other 
Protestant schools here, and I am to hold 
forth to the English and Swiss children on 
the subject of Palestine. 

B , the Scotch Free Church Minister 

here, is a first-rate fellow, and has been in 
the place eleven years, and so knows about 
the people well I fear South Italy is in a 
very discouraging state ; the priests are more 
than recovering their power, and carry the 
elections, and there is no anxiety or inquiry 
among the people, to speak of; they seem 
given over to a delusion and to carelessness, 
and are far more tortuous and less easy to 
be taught than our Syrian friends on the 
Lebanon. There is a beautiful English 
Church here, with faithful and effective 
preaching from a Mr. Maitland, who is the 
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chaplain, and so we shall probably stay over 
next Sunday ; after that we go south, along 
the coast, and then to Sicily, returning here 
in some three or four weeks. 

I am thinking of you as having taken part 
in the services in church for the first time 
to-day. We had communion here 

W and I get on capitally; perhaps 

this means I have my own way. 

You will have seen and given thanks for 
the new gift trusted to me, in the shape of 
the Crosse Scholarship. 

Yours ever, 

W. A. HAYNE. 
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